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One 


Years later | read Duff's book and it said that on that last leg of the tour | walked different, like a bike with a 
flat tire or something. He was right. Doing that tour, that "Illusions" tour, | was beaten down and defeated and | 


knew | couldn't do it anymore. 


The thing that made me sure, made me absolutely sure that | would walk away and never look back was the 
St. Louis riot. | wanted to kill Axl. I'd been pretty irritated with him at that point for years, years on fucking 
end, but | wanted to kill him. | didn't care what the courts decided about his innocence or guilt, | knew in my 


heart that he caused that riot, and people could have died. 


It wasn't worth it, all that shit wasn't worth it, and being sober | couldn't take the late starts to the concerts 
and the anger of the crowds and despite what Axl said they had the right to be angry. Our fans were mostly 
kids and people in their early 20's, and they didn't have all that much money and they maybe saved up and 
bought the tickets and arranged it all to get to the show and then he goes on so late or doesn't show up at 
all, that's bullshit. 


So | walked, and it felt so good. | went back to Indiana to relax and have fun, Indiana fun, because that place 
was my home despite living in LA. for so long. | could skateboard there and ride dirt bikes and four wheelers, 


and more often than you would think I'd have to suffer through a call from Axl. At first it was like he couldn't 


believe it, wouldn't believe it. 


"Izzy," his broken, deep, pleading voice on the phone. | wasn't unreachable. They knew if | was at my parents’ 
house or staying at a hotel. | knew there was the possibility that they might need me again on this stupid, 
mammoth tour, and I'd help them if they absolutely needed me to. So | was reachable and that meant putting 
up with Axl's begging. 


"Yeah," | said, my voice bored, and | looked out the window at the sky and the dry dirt, and | wanted to be out 
there, not trapped here by Axl's voice. 


‘Izzy, you have to come back, you..please, come back, I'll change, I'll.'ll be better, | won't be late..." 


"It isn't that, Axl, its...listen, I'm not coming back," | sighed, not wanting to explain it to him again, and | heard 
the tears in his voice but | knew him well enough to know that it would turn to anger, that anger that was 


destroying everything. 


‘Izzy, please, l'm sorry..okay..please?" Just tears, just begging, and | remembered overhearing something similar 
to this when we were kids and his father was about to hit him, but his begging hadn't helped then. He walked 
around with bruises for a week or two after that, and his begging wouldn't help now. 


"Axl, I'm sorry, too, but l'm done, okay? l'm done," | hung up on him and headed outside trying to have fun, 
trying to heal from the last four years of madness. 


